KABLOONA
small fish made of bone, with two fins. He let the decoy down
into the water, and when he jigged, or pulled on the cord,
which he did with the regularity of a clock, the fins beat. The
little bone fish was like a water-bug swimming. In his right
hand, held very near the hole, was the kakivok, the great three-
pronged harpoon. When the fish, lured by the decoy, came
swimming beneath Utak, he would lower his harpoon gently
into the hole, and at the proper moment he would strike, and
the fish would be speared.
Nothing was more comical than the silhouette of Utak, his
bottom in the air, his nose literally scraping the ice, his eyes
fixed on the moving water, his whole being as motionless as a
deer at the moment when it takes fright and is about to run.
At first I had knelt beside him. Then, my hands freezing and
my muscles stiff, I stood up to stretch. He became furious, for
a man walking round the hole frightens away the fish. But one
could hum as much as one pleased without disturbing them,
and as Utak peered into the hole he kept up a monotonous
humming. I came back to where he crouched, for I was fascin-
ated by what he was doing. This seemed to please him, and
undoubtedly it did. The Eskimo is very proud of everything
that he does, and to see a white man imitating him is for him
the highest flattery.
With what patience that left hand, as regular as a metro-
nome, rose and fell while the hours went by! And what passion
the Eskimo put into this form of the chase! What intensity was
in his gaze! The tiniest fish that passed drew from him muttered
words, and it was clear that the game absorbed him, that time
and space had fled leaving him only this hole in the ice over
which he would peer for days if necessary. As far as the eye
could see in every direction the scene was void of life; and in
the midst of this immensity a single man, who might have been
alone in the world, was absorbed with a scientist's concentra-
tion upon . . . upon what? Upon the art of filling his belly.
Had I not been tortured by the cold, I should have been
content to watch for hours this admirable adjustment of primi-
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